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Sunglasses At Night 


Author's Notes: 
| know | need to write my other stories and | will eventually. 


His stage presence was thrilling even if he wasn't playing with Bodom. Alexi was truly an amazing player, 
surprising me at every turn with his ability to adapt to any kind of crowd; both on and offstage. He had a 
personality that could morph into anything it needed to be to fit in. Sometimes he was so good at it, | started 
to wonder if | really knew him as well as | claimed. Nonsense, he was my best friend! Of course he would show 
his true colors around me, he had no reason to hide behind that 80's rock star persona that he was playing 


up on stage right now. 


As the performance came to a close, | came back stage to greet him. He was just outside the back of the 
venue, smoking a cigarette and signing autographs for a few nervous girls that quickly scattered when | opened 
the door. | wasn't sure if his gaze was on me, the girls in the distance, or the wall in front of him. Damn those 
reflective sunglasses, always wearing them in the dark of night like some tiny vampire. He adjusted his fedora, 


this time turning his head towards me and pointing to the two bottles of Bacardi | was holding. 


"Janne, a man after my heart" He joked, throwing the spent cigarette on the ground and giving it a stomp to 
put it out. We popped the bottles open, gently tapping them together before taking the first drink. 


It wasn't too long until we were sitting on the dirty pavement, drinking and laughing because we were already 
drunk when we started drinking. The slurs were starting to set in, the haze filling my head and slowly clouding 
my better judgement. | turned my head carefully to look at him but | still felt a little dizzy from the motion 
He had said something, but | guess | was too drunk to pay attention. 


"Wait.. what?" | slurred out, staring straight into those mirrors on his face, determined to listen this time. 
"My hotel room. Come back with me." 
"No... no, Allu last time it got so awkward with everyone else there and-" 


"But I've got my own room this time. Nobody will bother us, | already told the guys not to. They've got their 
girls anyways." He stood up, careful to place his hands on the wall to steady his small body as he swayed and 
tried to regain his balance. He put his hand out to help me up and | knew | couldn't say no. | could never say no. 
That's what kept getting us into the awkward messes.. he had somehow gotten his claws hooked into me and | 


was totally powerless. 


| remember the elevator in the hotel. He pinned me in the corner and kissed me hard, having to lift himself 
onto his toes to reach. A sound escaped my lips that | had no control over, though that seemed to just fuel 
his fire. 


| remember the bed was soft against my skin as | realized | no longer had a shirt and warm lips were working 
their way down my chest; slowly but with enough passion to make my eyes roll back a little. | wasn't trying to 


muffle the moans and tiny squeaks anymore, | was too drunk to remember how. 


| remember surprisingly sharp teeth threatening to break the skin on my neck and how it sent a chill down my 
spine. | whined, begged, pleaded for pleasure as if | had never been given it before. He only chuckled with that 
deep, sinister kind of growl underneath that indicated he knew he was in control here. 


| remember the clanking of belts falling to the ground and careful hands that seemed to know exactly what 
they were doing, despite the fact that just a few minutes earlier they had struggled to grasp the concept of a 
door handle. After that, well, | can obviously fill in the blanks but the exact memory escaped me. That tends to 
happen when you finish your night off with strong liquor instead of starting it that way. 


| opened my eyes slowly, nearly hissing at the light on the ceiling. It was still dark outside and the small clock 
by the bed told me it was early morning. My head was pounding but | tried to sit up anyways, realizing my 
clothes had found their way back onto my body. The smell of cigarette smoke caught my nose and | looked 
around to room trying to find the source. Squinting through the brightness, | saw Alexi standing by the open 


window with a cigarette in his mouth and those stupid sunglasses on again He wasn't exactly facing the window, 


but he wasn't facing me either. His line of sight could have been anywhere.. and that scared me just a bit. 


"Have you been watching me?" | asked, feeling my skin crawl at the thought. It just seemed creepy, despite the 
events that had just occurred. 


"Maybe." He blew the smoke out. "Maybe not" 
"Seriously, answer the damn question" 


"No, why would | do that? That's creepy." He blew a bigger smoke cloud this time, sighing and ashing the 
cigarette out the window. "I thought you'd be gone by now." | scoffed at the comment. He kept wanting me to 
leave earlier and earlier just so he could be alone and | wasn't sure how long | would keep respecting the 


request. 
"Do you want me to leave?" 


"No rush." He turned to the window, causing me to sigh in frustration and make my way to the door. | opened 
my mouth to say something, but nothing came out. | guess there was nothing to add to the situation. | left 


without a word, knowing I'd soon be back for more if he got his way. 


The next night was much of the same performance, but that's the disadvantage of playing two nights in the 
same venue. The crowd was still energetic and Alexi was still impressing me with his stage antics as if | had 


never seen them before. | guess I'm just a sucker for it. 


My better judgement had fled the scene hours ago when | started on the expensive venue beers. We had both 
been acting like nothing had happened, just talking like normal friends during the day before his sound check call. 
Oddly enough, his sunglasses were nowhere to be found until the sun set and he had to hurry off to his other 
bandmates. | figured it was all just part of the persona.. that whole image he wanted to portray. 


Another pair of Bacardi bottles found their way into our hands in that familiar and chilly alley just outside the 
back door. Smoke and laughter filled the air as we leaned on each other to keep from falling over. It was an 
endless cycle. | had started following him around like a shadow and he had done nothing but continue to tempt 
me until one night | couldn't stand it and gave in. 

"My hotel room. Come back with me." 


‘Im always going to agree, so why do you always ask?" 


"I don't ask you to. | tell you to." He actually gave a really good point. Never once did he pose a question, it was 
always a command. | just never bothered to disobey it. Maybe that was the dynamic he wanted. 


He led me down the same sidewalk with the same broken streetlight to the same hotel and into the same 
elevator. He grabbed my hair with one hand and let the other tease at the seam of my pants while he nipped 


my neck and pulled my head back. | was already starting to beg and we weren't even in the room yet. 


| remember the sheets were still balled up from the previous night and the window was still open, letting in 
the cold night air that caused my body to shiver slightly. This was only intensified with every small touch and 
kiss and whispered word. | found myself grabbing at him just to keep him coming closer and him pulling away 
to watch me squirm. 


| remember his voice, deep and raspy as he whispered so close to my face. "What do you want?" His thin 


fingers brushing their way down to my belt and fumbling with it until it came undone. 


| remember sharp teeth biting into my neck again, this time breaking the skin and causing me to hitch my 

breath. This was punishment for not answering his question. The pain started to feel good, though, and soon 
faded into the wave of pleasure. | gained enough control to barely speak "Fuck me. Please." | groaned as my 
hips shifted in response to another bite. 


After that, the memory just escapes me again. Damn the drinking and damn the memory lapses. Damn the 
fact that | woke up to find him in the same spot by the window, smoking another damn cigarette with those 


fucking sunglasses on. 

| swore to myself that | wouldn't leave but my legs began to move as if they were separate from me. | found 
myself at the door of the room, turning to see Alexi still facing the same way as when | woke up. No doubt he 
had shifted his gaze without turning his head, but | obviously couldn't tell. That was just his game now. 

"Are we going to do this same thing tomorrow night or are we-" 

"Maybe." He interrupted, causing me to just shake my head and slam the door shut after me. When were we 
going to admit that a line had to be drawn? Probably never, considering the man in shades refused to talk and 


good old Allu acted like nothing happened by day. 


Damn the endless cycle. | knew I'd be back at it again in the next city. 


